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# THE PROAD HIGHWAY &

Fopyriett, A Litiie,
Peter Vilmrt, an Bn
. his tunein ir Cieorge Vikes
dq only 10 guldens (F75) by
Matirios Wook'') Vibert
prise  fghter aml rake, o
tar, s Jelt 20,100 pounds 8100, o)
the protep q'!nl\- { his 8l
he Dhivod, Bir Nichar)
Beruther, deciden to go dawn ' Tha Proad
Tghouy of Kemt and % He pans
"ok after the money pone
From the vory beginning of the feurmey
Poter meein with adventirss which crowd
WP one anoiber s fael thet ks e s
'ne rotimd of exoiting splesdes. The mowt
tmportant development of that pari of Lhe
mrney which brings him e Siesinghurst
Mllage, s that e Is mistaken Lhres tlmes
glt Wie poiinin Maurice. The resemblapce
exnct, eycopl that Peter 1n clean-shaven
Rl Muurios has & beard
Al Himinghurst Peter Adeclies s woark
for tha Binckwmnith, “MWack' rh«r- and
Makes his home In & haunied e &
ity Alstancs from the villnge, sgninm the
Bdvien 6! every ene, The fret night In
% house the “‘demon’’ -hn-- H-I. hut
Jroves to be only a Boalch
The Heotohman s Donnld ﬂ{u.ri
ring hagpiper, who has made tha ko
In remiing place whils In 1hat &
the rountry Doneld, to gain  seclusion
ereitrr walrd piolees with his pipes, whiok
:ddu'l 15 tha fact that & man Has hanew
dmesif i the houss,
Yillngw s When Paler returms (o ihe
SEinge the next morning safe and while
the Inhahitanis Jook mt him with mistrust
e even rut him In league with Batan.
Anclent, sspecially, tn '‘dlsappointed’
Teter, und Ceoln & 1-unn-1 hurt tn (ha
Ie about the Sootehman

CHAPTER XXV, (Continued)
HEN you still belleve In the ghost?"
“Why, ¥'ses, Poter, we do know as o
man ‘ung ‘lesolf theer, ‘cause Gaffer found
un—likewine I've heord It soream-—but s
for believin' in It, since you say cone
trarywine—why, ‘ow should 1 know?
"But why should 1 deny L George:
why should I tell you all of a Beotaman?
“Why, y'ses, Peter," pald George, in
his heavy way, “you be such a strange
Mort o' ohap!™
"George,”" mnid T,
work. "'
Yeot, In
Bammer,

Brown & On
el schalnr

frightens the poor

"ot us get back to
a Httle while, T set aside the
and turned to the door

“Potoar, wheer be goin'?**

"*To try and make my pe
Anclent,” .1 answered, and
eronmed the road to “The Bull.”
my foot on the step I paused,
by the sound of wolces and Iaughter
within the tap, and, loudest of all, was
ihe volee of the pseudo blacksmith, Job.

“If 1 were only a bit Younger!™ the
Analent was saving. Now, peeping In
through the casement, a ginnees at his
dejected attitude, and the blatant Bear-
Ing of the others, explained to me the
situation then and there

“Ah! but you ain't,"" retorted old Amons,
“'you'm a old, old man ana' gotting' older
wi' svery tick o' the clook, you be, an'
Eettin' mased-like wi' years'

“"Haw! haw!" lanughed Job and the five
or six others,

“Oh, you—Job! {f my b'y Bimon was
‘ere 'e'd pltch ‘ee out Into the road, so
‘o would—same ad Black Jarge done'
gunavered the Ancient

“P'r'apn, Gaffer, p'raps!”

& with the
forthwith
But with
arrested

raturped
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man, Inying his hand upon my arm,
don't mind Old Nick no more'n 1 do
Petar aren't afeard of ‘lim. ‘Cause why'
F'Cause ‘e ‘ave o cloun ‘eart, ‘ave Petor
You don’t mind O Niek, do 'ee, lad?
’ NGt In the teast'' sald 1. wheteupor
thoss nanrest Instinetively shrank farther
from me, while Old Ambe rose and ahul-
fierd toward the door

"I've heerd o folk sollin' thelrselves to
the devil afore now ! sald he

“Tou be s danged fule, Jowl
exclalmed the Anclent angrily

"Fule or no—1 never sés a
sueh & tur'hle dark-lpokin
wi' much eves—ao black,
plercin’ an nesdiom, they
throush a man
Now, as he spoke, O Amos stratched out
e Aarm toward we with his first and
secondl fingers croased, which fAngers he
now opened wide apart, making what |
bellave s called “the horns” and an in-
fallible safegunrd against thin parcticular
form of evil

“It's the 'Evil Eye,' ™ said he In a half
whispar, “the ‘Hvil Eye'!" and, turmning
About, betook limesellf awiy

One by one the others followad, and, as
they passed mo, sach man averted his eyos
and I saw that each had his fingers
orpaned

So It ename to pass that | was thencefor.
ward regarded nskance, If not openly
avoided, by the whole village, with the
exteption of Bimon and the Anclent, as
one In league with the devil and pos-
veaned of the "Evil Bye.”

Amon

chap wi
fheoe afore, an
an' sharp, an
be—ah' goos

CHAPTER XXV1
1 HAT wondor If, at this time, my
| enrlier dreanms and ambitions faded
from my ken: what wonder that Petro-
J nius Arbiter and the jolly Bleur de Bran-
Irvlme in my dusty knap-
raek

But et it
hours were passed In idla dreaming and
the contrary, [ had,
rethatched the hroken
coltage an well a8 1 might,
mended the chimney, Ntted glass to the
and o new upon e
Thin last was somewhat clumaily
I grant and of a vasty
quite unnocessary.
door 1 conunldered it,

lny naglected

not be thought my leimire

laxurions ease; on
with much
roof of my

ado,

opsnments door
hinges
contrived,
strength
excallent

you,

yot

lesn »
Having thus rendered my cottage
weather-proof, 1 next turned my ntten-
tion to furnishing It. To which end I in
turn, and with Infinlte labor, constructed
2 bodstend, two elbow<chalrs and a ta-
ble; all to the profound disgust of Don-

Petar | M

ke two gimbots, they do ! )

lnwt fnrews))

CHAPTER AXVII
trime' dng iing!
Hirthes! gthg! dinp!
Flse iron glowe
vid loveth good
\a fire Aotk bellows,
Firiwe! ding! ding!

O' I' beyond the smithy door a solitary
slar twinkles low down In the night

e, Jike

hlown

mome groal but we have
for star-gazing, Black
tonilght we are at work on the
church which be fne-

Jewel;
ne  Eime

and 1. for
ol

(orge

BoTEAN,
ished 1omerrow,

must

And so the bellows roar honrsely, the
hummers clang, and the sparks iy, while
the pooty face of Black Georne
phadow, now (lumed by the fire, ssams
like the face of mome Fire-god or Hala-
mander,
out of

now in

In the corner, perched securely
reach of stray sparks, sits the
sruff-box in hand nas usunl

I mtand, fest well apart, and swing the
Ereat “mladge,” 1o dlapason
George's hand-hammer beats a tinkling
malody, coming in wfter ench stroke with
B ring and clash exact and true, as Is,

Anclent,

whomse

| and has beon, the way of masters of the

amithing eraft all the world over from
time immemorial.
“Geonge,”” sald 1,
lull, leaning my
hammer-shaft,
“No, Peter.*
“And why not?*
“1 think, Peter.”
“But surely wvou can
sing, George?®*
""Not always, Peter."
“What's the troubls,
"*Wo trouble, Peter,"
roar of the bellows
“*Then sing, George

Ay, Jarge, sing,” nodded the Anclent;
"t In & poor 'enrt as never rejices, an’
that's in the SBeripters—so sing, Jarge.”

George did not answer, but, with a turn
of his mighty wrist, drew the glowing
fron from the fire. And once more the
sparks fiy, the air ls full of the clink of

during a momattary
hands wpon the long
“you don't alng.'"

both think and

Clearge?’
sald he, above the

a \'mry: hammers, and the deep-throuwted Bong of

neverthe- |
| generally a note or two behind,

the Anvil, In
Joins,

which even the Anciont
In & volce somewhit gquavery, and
but with
great gusto und good will notwithstand-
ng:
“Btrike! dlng! ding!
Strike! ding! ding!™*

in the middle of which I was aware of
one entering to us, and, presantly, turn-
Ing round, espled Prudence, with a great
bankert on her arm Heroupon, hammers
were thrown
our backs,
supper,
Very falr and sweet Prudence looked,
lithe and vigorous, and stralght as a
young poplar, with her shining Wack halr
ourling into lttle tight rings about her
ears, and with great, shy eyes, and red,
red mouth Burely, n man might seek
vory far ere he found such mnother maid
as this brown-cheeked, blaok-e%ed village

for In that basket was our

hend, for 1 knew this was Ilm\aldu'

|

aslde and we straightened |
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SCRAPPLE

ITS ALL RIGHT IF YOU CAN GET AWAY WITH IT

'I'H!: I’ADDEB m

1 SIMPLY CANT
DEAR A &R .
WHO POWDERS .

NO GEORGE,
I THINK

TS Dis-
GRACE FuUL

Chill Breezes

Cold the winds of winter slghing
Bend the swallows southward fiying
Bome birds wa know with shivers flock
To get th{-'lr ovarcoats from huckl

The Way of Wimmin

AL
g

“Hey! Did ya hear about Skinny?
Hia father's just dled and left him &
thoumsand doliars!*

"Goah! Skinny always dld have good
luck.”

SONGS WITHOUT WORDS

YOU LD ME T

WELL , SUPPOSING I DI OVE
#13% ag’ ‘b Sar, HOW DID I -“’
The HoRm\‘) OLD BANK DIDNT
THAT MOUCH® <AND BEgIDES

\\‘

i

00
" w\

“James, cun you tell me
mandment Adsm breke whi -
the forbidden fruit?" . ‘e % Ve

“Pleass, sir, they wasn't ,Id G
mandments then, sir*

beauty.

‘(3ood evening, Mr
diropping me ik courtesy
contld not have been
duchess in the land;
George, she daid not
nolther did he ralse
glance toward her

“You ecame Just when
needod, Prudence,'” pald 1,

Peter!" nhe sald,
with a grace Lthat
surpassed by any
hut, as for poor
evan noties him,
his curiy head nor

No Hardship
Patence--This paper
will be barred from w

ing bouts in Wisconain in

yuu are most
relleving her

“Good evening, Mr. Peter,"

Jab,
'eler soz, an' I don't belleve there never
a8 & ghost at all*

WAy, Ind. but 1 tell ‘ee theer wis—I
ssed un!" eried the old man cagerly,
“sead un wi' these two oyes, many's the
time. You, Joel Amos—you've 'eserd un
a-mognin’ an’ a-groanin’'—you beliave as
1 d un, don't ‘ee NnOW-—pome ™’

“He! he!” chuckled Old Amos, “1don't
kaow if 1 du, Gaffer—ye ses you'm get-
tn' that eld—"

“But I did-1 dld-oh, you chaps, 1
tall ‘ee I dld!™

*“You'm pgettin' old, Gaffer,”” repeated
Amos, dwelling upon the thame with
great unoction, *‘very, wery old—"'

"Byt so strong as & bull, 1 be!” added
the Anclent, trying manfully to steady
the guaver In his volce,

“Haw! haw!" laughed Job and the
% while Old Amos chuckled shrilly
un plaineas plaln,” quavered the Anclent
i sudden distress, "“Old Nick It were,
wl" ‘orns, an' a tadl”

“Why, Peter told us 't woere only =W

Beottieh man wi' a bagpipe,'* returnsd
Ay, for aure,” nodded Old Amos,
dai4. "

.

YA le, it be—a lls, & Ho!" cried the
Anclent, "'t were Oid Niok, I sos Ut~
plain na ! soe you.' :

“Why, Kes, you'ma gettin' dre'fful
old an' '-lpl-n. Ouffer,” chuckied CObd
A again, “an’ your eyes playe tricke

“J\?“w be sure they do!™ added Jnlh
whereu 0Old Amos chuockled so mue
that h.pq‘n'“ taken by & viclent fit of
onuEhIng.

“Oh! you chuaps, you as I've seen grow
up from babbles—aren't theer ong o' ye
to tak' the old man's word an' balleve
as I woen un?™
soinded more broken than

I tell ‘ea T 414 see un, I-1 ses'd

“HO

usual, wnd

] saw & tenr ocrawling slowly down ihe |

Anclent's furrowed cheek., Nobody an-
swergd, and there fell n silence broken
anly, by the shuffie und scrape of heavy
bw.#‘m the setting ﬁc\vn of tankardse
ye see, Oaffer,” said Job at

p been & lot o talk © this

i, &n' some ‘as even sald As

it. but come Lo think on 1L,

‘mover luld eyed on It bul you,

e Into the room.

. "YI'UE.;’“ wxalaimed Job, while half-n-
dosen palrs of eyes stared at me in slow
g.*
I nave."
O"JUtnuumnnnn.mw :
L] mm?..‘l haeard r.-l'c all 4’
"m‘w e Resnt, selng W

t of his . “Poter, do ‘e mean

be sure 1 do”’
‘as mean It were n ghost, Peler,

A

follow,™
l‘l ‘1»

Are wrong, my

“but 1 sez again, 1 believe what

The oracked old volce |

she said.

no means ablde the
rasp of my saw, so that, roaching for his
plpes, would flll the alr with eldrich
shrieks and groans drown me in a

tarrent of murtial

wld, who could by

he
or
molody

It was about this time—that Is to say,
my second bedstead wis nearing comple-
tion, and I was seriounly considering the
bullding of a press with cupboards to hold
my orockery: also g whelf for my bookas
-when, chancing toe relurn home some-
what earlier than usual, T was surprised
to see Donald sitting upon the bench I
had set up beslde the door, pollshing the
buckles of that tdeuntical palr of sguare-
tosd shoes that had onte 8o plqued my
curiosity.

Ax 1 approached he rose and came to
nmel me with the brogues in his hand.

“Man, Peter,” snld he, 1 maun juist
be gungin®.'*

“Coing!" I repeated; "“going where?™*

“Back tae (Heoure—the year I a'moat
| wp. ¥yo ken, an’ I wadna' hae ma brither
Allan afore me wi' the lassle forbey he's
AnD uReo braw an' sonsy man, ye ken, an’
n lassie's mind s sye a kittle thing.”

“True,” | answered, “what lttle I know
of woman would lead me Lo suppose 80;
and yet—hoaven knows! I shull be sorry
to lose you, Donald '

“Ay-1 ken that fine, an’ y#'1ll bs unco
lonssome wi'out me an' the pipss, I'm
thinkin'."

“Very!l"

“iBh, Poter, man! If #t wasna' for the
Inneie, I'd no bas the hoart tae innve ye.
Yo'l no be forgeitin' the ‘Wullle Walluce
Lament' ™

"“"Never!"

“Oh, man, Peter! It's in my mind ye'll
no hear slc plpin' again, forbye there's
nne man—Hiclander nor Lowlandor—has
Julst the trick o' the ‘warhiems’ like mas,
an’ e no vers like wa ahall e'ar mest
agaln ' this warld, man, Peter. But I'
aye think o' ye—away there In Olenure,
when I play the "Wullle Walluce' bit tune
—I'll aye think o ye, Peter, man."

After this we stoog awhile, staring past
ench other Into the deepening shndowa,

“Pelar,” sald he at last,_ ‘it ‘s no a
vern gunteel prosent tae akin' ye, 1
doot,” and he held yp the batiered shows.
"Thoy're unoe worn, an' wi' a olout
here an' thers, yo'll notles, but the
buckiesn are guld siller, an' [ has
nasthing «lse to gl'e ye. Ay, man! but
e many o weary mile I've marched In
these at the bead o the Ninety-second,
an' it's mony & stark fecht they' ve been
through—VYittoria, anos, Talavers,
tae Quatre fras an' Walsrioo; tak’ "sm,
Pater, tak' ‘em—las .q!ld ¥o sometimes
o nnul Stuurt. now-gi's us &
mr U‘M ﬂﬂ-w, ¥e, Peter,
man

wajlg 1,

of the heavy baskel,
two hungry mon.”
“Three!" broke In the
‘ungry as a lton, I be!"
“Three hgngry men,
have been hearkening for
half hout or more””
Quoth Prudence, shyly:
of my bawket?"
“AY, Tor sure!"
§0 Fravenous as
“No,"” snid I,

“for here hore be

Ancieat;, “'so
Prudenge, who
your step this

“Foar ths sake

croaked the
B tger, I be!"
shaking my head.
or no baaket, you are equally welcome,
Prudence—huow say you, George?’ Aut
George only mumbled in his beard, The
Ancient and 1 now nset Lo work
up an sxtemporized table, byt as for
George, he mood staring down, moodily,
Into the yel glowing embars of thes forge
Huving put up the table, 1 crossed to

Anclent ;

"hanket

putting |

whers Prudence was busy unpacking her |

banltet

“Frudence anid 1
oddes with George?' Prudence nodded

“But" sald I, “'he Is such a splendld
fellow! Hin outburst the other day was
quite matural, under the circumstances;
suraly you can forgive him, Prudence

“Therv bs more nor that betwixt us,
Mr. FPeter," nighed Prudence. * Tis his
drinkin'; six months sgo be promised
me nover to touch another drop—an' he
broke: his word wi' me "

“But surely good ale,
will harm no man—nay,
trnry—""

“But Jarge bean't llke other men,
Peter!*

“No, he Is much bigger and stronger!"
maid I, "and I never paw a handsomer
fellow."

“Yeou." nodded the glrl, “'so strong as
& glant, an" s0 wenk as a Httle chilld!™

“Indead, Prudence” sald 1, lsaning
nearer (¢ her In my sarnestness, 'l think
you are A lttle unjust e him, Bo far as
I know him, George s anything but
weak-minded, or lluble to be led into
anything—"

Hearing the Anclent chuckle gleefully,
I glanced up to find him nodding and
winking to Black George, who stood with
folded arms and bent head, watching us
from bendath ais Growe, and, as his eyes
met mina, 1 thought they gleamed
strangely In the fMrelight

"Come. Proe' mald the Analent.
bustling forward, *“table's ready—lot's sit
down an’ eal—fulntin' an’ famishin' away
I be!*

Bo we prasently aat dewn, all three of
us, while Prodence carved and suppiied
our wants, as only Prudence could

And after & while, our hunger belng
appeased, | took out my pipe, as did the
Anclent and Georgw theirs lkewise, and
towether woe flled them, slowly and care-
fully, aa plpés abovld be Mind, while
Prudence folded a long, - paper spill
wherswith to light them, the which she
proceeded to do. beminning at her grand-
father's churchwarden ow, while ahe
was lghting mine, Black CGeorge wsud-
denly rode, and, corossing to the forge,
took thence a giowing ooal wilth the
tonge. thus doing the ofMoe far himpelf
All st opnce 1T saw FPrue's hand was
trembling, and the spill wan dropped or
ever my tobscoo was well allght; then
she turoed swilftly away, and bogan re-
placing the plates and knlves and forks
in her bhasket.

“Be you'm a-goln', Prad¥" inquired the
Anolent mumblingly, for his pips was in
full blast

“Yes, gran‘fer’ -

“Then tell li s T'll be nlm In ‘arf
an hear or ‘oe, lnsa?

“You, gran ﬂf" Always with her back

to um.

“eThen Wex v oid grandfeyther as

Toven "0, an' means for Lo see "se well
awell. an' wed, one o' theae lu-::

“are you wstill at

moderation,
on the con-

Mr

-+ Al=re

Ciarm, 1 Just bad my aalary
to §$35 per™

Charlle, you

“Say
ralsed

“ih
man.'

“No, T didn't T was just kidding.*

“1 thought so, you littlsa runt, Never
speak Lo ma again*

grand, hundsome

Much Worse

Hilnker—Can suything make & man
feel worse than (0 have his wile con-
tinually bogging [or money?

Tinker—You bet! Have her getting

i

|

QreTas
e T 1Y

"l‘ellin; ‘l’out Wife About the Greal. To'ale Play You Sa!r That Afternoon

Whltl tlu.' Uu?
"“These public drinking cups are dan-
gerous.”
“1 tried ciarrying a privata cup for
awhlle, but It was no Improvement.”
“Why not?

An Indication of Temperament

Patience—~Why dld Wasner write
such terribly loud musle, do you sup-
pone T

Patrice—Oh, 1 guess hin wife was
deaf, and he dld It to annoy heor.—
Yonkers Statesman.

Patrice—Sure!

Lot tha .

satiafled with the fln:uul! Y "'"'

TheBoyforduPll‘oi'l

')J

|

'i

“1 had to land it to 5o many peopl
—8an Francisce Chronlcle.

This Tries One's Patience
I & woman eligible to & card in the
Garmont Workers' Unlon just becsuss
she goes through her husband's pants
at nightt=X. G., Teoledo, O

—AND THE WORST IS YET TO COME

-

STFE PHER OF
e DA DHADGE”

g e P —




